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SNOOTIE, 40-in. wing span free-flight contest gas 
model. Designed especially for the popular Arden 
.099 engine. Easy to build. Plan No. 370, 50 cents. 




CESSNA 140, 36-in. wing span control-line exact- 
scale gas model. Looks and flies Uke the real thing. 
For .19 to .49 engines. Plan No. 380, 50 cents. 




Ml FLEETSTER, Class A free-flight gas model for .19 
engines. Designed by William Winter. Can be adapted 
as a control-line trainer. Plan No. 376, 50 cents. 




RELIANT, 31 -in. control-line gas model of the famous 
Stinson "gull" monoplane. Another fine flying scale 
model for beginner or expert. Plan No. 384, 50 cents. 




SKYHOPPER, 30-ln. wing span Class C rubber powered 
contest or sport flyer. 2-3 minute flights. Very con- 
sistanl performer, easy to build. Plan No. 363, 25 cents. 




STINSON 150, 30-in. wing span exacr-scale rubber 
powered model. For sport flying or parlor display. Will 
fly over one minute or S00 feetl Plan No. 368, 50 cents. 




build and fly 
III I models 



That's what tens of thousands of well informed 
model builders throughout the country are 
saying— because that's what they're doing! 
Yes, Ml models built from FULL SIZE 
MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED plans are the best. 
And for good reasons. The models are 
original (you can't buy a similar kit), they're 
designed by experts (your guarantee for the 
utmost in perfection) and, what's more, 
the plans are drawn so any model fan 
can easily complete the project. 
You'll build better models for 
less with an Ml plan! 




Address all orders to: Box 157 

MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED Plans Service 
Fawcett Building, Greenwich, Connecticut 

Enclosed is * Please send me the following plans 
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CATTEREP THROUGHOUT 
AMERICA'S WEST, THERE 
ARE MANY GHOST TOWNS* 
WHERE PEOPLE ONCE LIVED 
ANP WORKED, THE WIMP NOW 
SI6HS THROUGH LONELY ANP 
PESERTED RELICS OF THE PAST.' 
RIPE WITH FAMED MONTE HALE 
AS HE DISCOVERS SUCH A 
GHOST TOWN... ANP SHARE 
HI3 ASTONISHMENT AS HE 
MEETS UP WITH GHOSTS 
ABLE TO HANDLE SIX-GUNS , 
ANP SET OFF DYNAMITE 
BLASTS// 



ilDING THROUGH THE NEVADA 
DESERT, AS NIGHT FALLS, WE 
MEET AN OLD FRIEND.-.. 
MONTE HALE .' 





/SuT, AS MONTE RIDES DOWN 
lmm THE MAIN STREET.... 



WHY--THE HOUSES ARE EMPTY.^, 
NO KIDS .'NO HORSES.' NO ■ 
SMOKE IN THE CHIMN6Y6.' 
THIS IS A— A GHOST 
TOWN /THERE'S NOT 
A SOUL IN VT.'-r^gf' 



WONT! HALE WESTERN 



STRAN6E.-B6IN' ALL ALONB 
LIKE THIS. WHERE SO MANY 
POLKS MUST HAVE LIVED. 
•LIT IT'S GETTINO PARK... 



fur, AS MONTI COOKS HIM- 
SELF A MEAL IN THE 
DESERTED HOTEL, HE HEARS- 




J 
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■THEN TROUBLE STARTED. HOUSES BECAME 
HAUNTE9.' FOLKS WERE MYSTERIOUSLY 
KILLED ' FIRES BEGAN WITHOUT REASONS/ 
TH' TOWN WAS TOO DANGEROUS TUH - 
LIVE IN. ONE BY ONE, FAMILIES 
BEGAN TUH MOVE OUT' 




SOME TRIED TUH STICK IT OUT-.) I SEE 

BUT IT GOT WUSS. FINALLY, _X BUT WHAT 

EV'RYONE LEFT, AND -^r^ ABOUT YOU- 

SIERRA BECAME Y AND THE SANG 

A GHOST TOWN J ^^^ YOU SPOKE 

OF ? 



i< r? 
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ME ?MY NAME'S S0URDOU6-H 
SIMMS/ I'M A PROSPECTOR- 
LIVED AROUND HYAR FER 
NIGH ONTUH FORTY YEARS. 
WHEN TH' REST CLEARED 
OUT, I FIGGERED I'P STAY 
TUH SEE WHAT 
CAUSED TH' 
TROUBLE. 
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LET'S KEEP 
THIS QUIET, 1 
MISTER J ^M 






^S2 








L^^"vi 


M 


Ufa T 


-vJB 
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WE've BEEN ^) 
DISCOVERED// . 


''LET'S GIT ^ 
TUH MOVIN'// i 


>xr^ 


s^« 


"ufi 


S^y^^ 






Ifi^rK '■;: 




jt^j 








il/^ 


/$? 


^^H^^^n 


fm 
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MSY, MLB* I, *"— - 
BETTER COMB ON CUT.', 
tOT A LITTLE 

TROUBLE 
OUTHERBt 
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WITH MILK AND PRUir 

rtmlhl" and iKBklaM ol ClMMfien*" <"• f*o-»i*'»«l t/*«U •«*! x *»**j*>r».l Mil lit. ■■• 
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THAT'S (PEA, 316 BOW/ 
KEEP IN FRONT OP 

&RU9M AND KEEP 
POPGING 0DLLETS 




■ 
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HIS PACE .' 
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I WAS RIDING THROUGH. 
WHEN THE TRESTLE 
EXPLODED. YOU SEE WHAT^ 
HAPPENED. I TRIED TO 
RESCUE THE MEN IN THE 
CAB... BUT I COULDN'T.' 
LUCKY I WAS ONLY 
STUNNED...., 



EXPLODED, EH?VUH MEAN- 
WUZ. DYNAMITED/SOUNDS 
SHORE SUSPICIOUS. WHUT*S 
YORE NAME, STRANGER... 
AND WHUT ARE YUH 
POIN> AROUND 

HYAR ? J MY 

HANDLE'S 

MONTE HALE 

AND I WAS RAMBLIN' 

BY TO MEET UP 

'*< ^KN^ WITH AN OLD 

§ \ 1 !\ C FRIEND — 





I'M J. B. BENSON .OWNER OF 
THIS RAILROAD WE'RE PUTTIN 
THROUGH HYAR. AND THIS 
IS TOM COYLE, MUH 
CONSTRUCTION 
FOREMAN. 



I'M GLAD TO 
MEET YOU 
GENTS.' BUT 
TELL ME - HOW 
COME THE 
EXPLOSION ? 
WHAT'S IT ALL 
ABOUT ? 




WE'VE BEEN HAVIN' TROUBLE 
RIGHT ALONG, WITH A TOUGH 
GANG WHO'VE BEEN TRYIN' ' 
TUH STOP OUR LAYIN' TRACK. 
I'VE A S'PICION THET TH'_ 
STAGECOACH LINES ARE 
BACKIN' THEM- 



.( 






I 



X W 



X 



vri 



J\ 
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YUH MEAN 

LEND US A 

HAND? 

BUT WHV ? 


BECAUSE 
^BILL JEFFERS 

) WAS MV 
/ FRIEND .'AND 

I DON'T LIKE 
- TO SEE A •< 
FRIEND GET ) 
v KILLED... / 


f^\ 




\&S?1?Wi$y\ 






f*sw^ 


m&5 









/^l WANT TO MEET THE iT 
RATTLESNAKE WHO LAID 
THAT DYNAMITE CHARGE. 
CAN I GO 
ALONG ? 
YO'RE ON, 
HALE ' 





«\ HALF MILE AWAY... 



THEY'VE DRIVEN 
OUR WORKERS 
AWAY- AND THEY'RE 
TEAR 



U 



"^&- 




'C'l 



ONTE HALE LEADS THE WAY 



C'MON, MEN, LET'S 
SHOW THEM THEY'RE 
ON THE WRONG 
TRACK .' 



—d<± 



7 

SI 




/; J ° 



LOOKS LI 
GOOD A PLACE 
BEGIN AS 




mL 




^> 
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THET'S BENSON — 
THEIR BOSS.' 
LTEST LET HIM 
•_, HAVE IT, -^ _->. 
^ RAWHIDE .' j J,' 




/ELPLESS, MONTE IS FLUNG 
INTO THE AIR ! 
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ANP THE WOKK 
CONTINUED — 



UT THE OPPOSITION HAS NOT QIVEN UP VET.' 
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\m 



S BENSON'S MEN SWIFTLY SCRAMBLE 
OFF THE TRACKS 



LUCKV I'VE GOT THIS COWCATCHER 
UP FRONT. IT WON'T KILL THE THUGS^ 





MOW'D WE MAKE 
OUT, MR. BENSON «, 

JEST FINE, MONTE.' 
ROUNDEP 'EM ALL 
UP LIKE A BUNCH y 
OF MAVERICKS. "^- 
AND NOW WE'RE 
■ AGONNA FIND OUT 
WHO PUT THEM 
UP TO THIS 



S> 



ALL RIGHT, YOU TALK PRONTO/ 
WAS IT TH' STAGE COACH 
OWNERS PAID VUH TO DO 

THIS ''AN' -v ' — ~" 

WHO WUZ J YEH.ITWUZ 

YORE BOSS 1/ TH* COACH 
,-^LINES.THEY 
WUZ A-FEAREP 
YORE TRAINS WOULD 



AND OUR BOSS, THE 
HOMBRE WHO DIRECTED 
US WUZ. YORE OWN 

FOREMAN, -* 

TOM COYLB .'J YUH 

DOUBLE - 
DEALIN' 
COYOTE .' 
I'LL DRILL- 



PUT 'EM OUT OF 



BUSINESS . 






> & 







BECAUSE OF WHAT BILL JEFFERS 
WROTE ME BEFORE t CAME 
OUT HERE. HE FIGURED 
COYLE WAS IN THE PAY 
OF THE COACH PEOPLE - 
AND WHEN I GOT HERE 
I FOUND OUT HE WAS 
RIGHT.'THE FOREMAN 
WAS THE ONLY ONE 
WHO KNEW ALL YOUR 
PLANS .AND COULD 
GET HIS HANDS ON 
YOUR DYNAMITE — 
SO HE HAP TO &E 
THE ClNSLEAPER.'' 



{jw*^ 



SuiCK-THINKING ANP QUICK-ACTING--- 
^THAT'S MONTE MALE .' AND QUICK TO 
RAMBLE ON, TOO, WHEN A JOB IS PONE .' 
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ADVERTISEMENT 



SOUNDS LIKE 

A FIRE- BU6, 

CHIEF.' LET ME 

DO SOME 

SNOOP1NS. 





.- ITH A ftQPE ABOUND MIS NECK, AND AN ANGRY MOB HOWLING FOR HIS LIFE, MONTS HALE 
WOULDN'T HAVE GIVEN A PLUGGED NICKEL FOR HIS CHANCES .' THEN ALONQ CAME SHERIFF 
FLINT DALY. ..TO RELEASE MONTE AND TO PLUNGE HIM HEADLONG INTO ONE OF THE 
STRANGEST ADVENTURES OF HIS LIFE. OUR STORV BEGINS IN THE LITTLE CATTLE TOWN OF 

CACTUS FLATS 




THERE.' SLAP 
HIS HOSS'S 
RUMP AND 
LET HIM 
DANGLE .' 




USTAKEN FOR A HATED OUTLAW, 
MONTE HALE IS ON THE VERGE 
OF BEING HUNG BY A MOB/ 
HOW CAN HE ESCAPE ? 
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Dnsteap op RIDING OUT OF TOWN, MONTE 
GALLOPS UP THE STREET. 
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ii i i . . . i .ii . i . iii . . ... i . 11 ■■ . ■ . .I . . - ii . . . ' '■ 

fuT DALY IS NOT EASILY DAUNTED / 



LISTEN, ALL OF YUH . 
CLEAR OUT /SCATTER ... 
OR I'LL PLUG THIS 
STRANGER BIGHT 
NOW / 
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THAT SETTLES 


EVERYTHING.' 


NOW I MOPE I 


CAN RIDE -~-^ 


OUT OF TOWN 


WITHOUT JH 


YOU GENTS TRYING- _ S 


TO HANS 


ME - 




_j AGAIN 


l j 


? HANG YUH?? 

WE'RE 

?- AGONNA 

PUT UP A 

STATUE 

— —OF YUH, 




El * A 


^C MONTE .' 




w 


^^r 




f J^^W, 


'<Y 


4 /<"•*/ 


m* 


►>^r 




V-"_\"" \ 
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"THE RAIDERS" 

A "Son Of The Chief" Story 
By RICHARD KRAUS 



GRA Y EAGLE, Chief of the Otapi tribe, 
rose slowly before the council fire. He 
looked about at his assembled elders, the 
wise men and proven warriors of the Otapi. 
...As the flames roared high, Gray Eagle 
spoke. 

"Today," he said, "I received a message 
from Captain Baker, at Fort Graham. 
Another white settlement has been attack- 
ed, by warriors who wore the feathers of 
the Otapi.'" 

He paused for a moment, then continued. 

"I told the messenger to tell Captain 
Baker," he went on, "that none of our 
young warriors have been on the war path. 
I assured the white commander that it 
must have been another tribe — seeking to 
put us in disrepute with the Great White 
Father. But this will not satisfy him. Too 
many of his people have been slain and 
robbed. He will demand punishment." 

The circle of elders sat there, cross-leg' 
ged, their faces impassive. 

"Let us speak of this," said Gray Eagle. 

GRAY HAWK. SON OF THE CHIEF, 
crawled slowly away from the bushes 
that surrounded the council fire. When 
he was a safe distance away, he rose and 
ran through the underbrush. Down through 
the shrub pine, he sped, until he came to a 
large boulder. There he stood, and from 
his mouth came the quavering cry of the 
hoot owl. 

Immediately, from the surrounding for- 
est, came his friends. They were the young 
Indian boys of the tribe — Swift Deef, Lit- 
tle Fox, Long Lance and Red Squirrel. 

"What are the elders talking about?" 
asked Little Fox. 

"It is very important," said Gray Hawk. 
"My father told them that the white set- 
tlements have again been attacked by war- 
riors wearing the dress of our tribe. Cap- 
tain Barker will demand punishment this 
time, he is certain!" 

"The dress ... of our . . . tribe . . ." re- 
peated Long Lance slowly. "But who could 
this have been? Our nation has lived at 
peace with the white man, since he settled 
the valley land !" 

"Always we have been friendly," cried 
Little Fox. "How does this happen, then?" 

Cray Hawk's slim brown hand slowly 
I 



moved over the razor-edged tomahawk that 
hung at his waist. 

"This I do not know," he admitted. 

Then his keen dark eyes examined each 
of his friends — and his voice was tense 
with excitement. "But — but maybe we can 
find out. There is a shipment of rifles and 
farm equipment that has just come into the 
farm settlement below us," he said. "The 
wagons came along the trail today. Maybe 
— maybe the same warriors who have at- 
tacked in the past, will raid tonight, before 
the goods are sold and scattered!" 

As one, the other Indian boys moved 
• closer, their faces alight with excitement. 
Here would be a chance to aid the tribe . . . 
to prove their own manhood! 

"How can we help?" asked husky Swift 
Peer. 

Gray Hawk's finger traced a crude dia- 
gram in the dirt of the hillside. It was 
night, but the moon gave enough light to 
make the drawing clear. 

"The raiders," he said, "will strike only 
from the hills. They must come through 
one of three places. If we keep watch . . . 
here ... on Lonely Man Mountain, we will 
be able to see them if they ride down! Then 
we can send messengers . . ." 

IT WAS LATE in the night, and the 
moon of harvest hung high — a great yel- 
low melon in the heavens. Crouching on a 
ridge of Lonely Man Mountain, the Indian 
youths waited. They were patient — as 
their fathers had taught them to be. But, 
after a time. Little Fox" spoke up. 

"Maybe." he said, "they will not come 
down this way from the hills. Maybe, they 
will not come at all . . ." 

"Then we will have lost nothing," Gray 
Hawk said. Suddenly he raised his hand. 
There was something in the air . . . some 
sound. He strained his keen ears. "There! 
Do you hear it? The creaking of saddle 
leather . . . the slipping of hooves along 
the shale." 

His finger shot out. and he pointed at a 
gray smudge in the night. "Down there," 
he husked. "It is a file of horsemen . . . 
riding down toward the white settlement.. 
Swift Deer!" He clutched his friends 
shoulder. "Take your pony and ride as the 
wind. Go to Captain Baker at Fort Gra- 
ham. Tell him what we- have seen — and 



MONTE HALE WESTERN 



urge him tahurry, with his «n«n." 

Even as his friend vanished into the 
night, the son of the Chief turned to the 
others. 

"But we cannot wait for the white sol- 
diers to arrive," he said. "We must hasten 
to warn the settlers below. The raiders 
will come down slowly, so as to warn no 
one. If we run across the ridge and down 
through the ravine . . . we can get there 
before them!" 

Speedily, they lunged forward, racing 
down the steep hillside. Moccasined feet 
clutching at rocks and logs, they ran 
soundlessly as the wild animals of the 
forest. 

Coming out onto the valley floor, they 
loped easily down the wagon trail, until 
they came to the dark, waiting village. 
There was no light in any of the windows ; 
no one seemed to be awake! Then Little 
Fox hissed — "There they come!" 

The raiders were riding Indian ponies- 
yes, and they wore the dress of the Otapi 
tribe. But Gray Hawk's keen eyes did not 
recognize any of them . . . nor did he know 
their horses. Undoubtedly, they were 
strangers, imposters. Slowly, the son of the 
Chief raised his hand! 

From his lips came a signal the other 
boys knew well . . . the cry of the hoot owl. 
Down the street, and from overhanging 
roofs came the replies— the faint rasping 
sound of the cricket, the distant, muted 
coyote's howl. 

Then — as one — the Indian boys struck ! 

Their arrows flashed toward the line of 
silently riding figures. They reached 
their marks— and cries of surprise and pain 
rose from the raiders. Even as his fingers 
released the bowstring, Gray Hawk was 
on his feet, flourishing his tomahawk! 

"Shoot again," he cried. "Fill them with 
arrows! Do not let them recover. Drive 
them away!" 

Cursing and shouting, the raiders rein- 
ed back their startled horses and doubled 
back on their tracks. Lashing the ponies 
furiously, they were soon at the outskirts 
of town. A flurry of sharp-tipped shafts 
followed them, speeding their flight. 

"THEY WILL BE BACK," Gray Hawk 
hissed to his friends. They have come this 
far . . . and they will not give up easily- 
We have but wounded a few." 

The Chief's son was right. 

Down the road they came again . . . the 
mysterious raiders, who had spoken, when 
ambushed, not in Otapi, but in the white 
man"* talk. But this time they came, not 
easy targets on horseback, but on foot. 
Each moved by himself, taking full advant- 
age of the shadows. This time, when the 



bowstrings twanged, the rifles barked 
swift reply. So elusive, however, were the 
Otapi boys in the night, that none of the 
missiles of death found them. They were 
forced however, to retreat slowly down 
the street. 

Closer and closer the raiders came to the 
storehouse where the valuable supplies 
had been stored. With a sinking heart. 
Gray Hawk realized that his friends could 
not withstand the well-armed and wily 
raiders. All they had done was delay them 
for a while. 

Then — suddenly — he heard a rattling 
sound from the end of town. It was hoof- 
beats, growing and swelling in the night! 
With a thrill of exultation Gray Hawk 
recognized the men who were galloping 
down the main street. They wore the blue 
uniforms and the glinting metal accoutre- 
ments of U. S. Army troopers . . . and they 
had been brought by Swift Deer. 

The Chief's son sprang to his feet- 
shouting loudly! 

"They are lurking along the side of the 
street, soldiers! They are without their 
horses. Find them! Slay them!" 

All about him the tide of battle rose, as 
the Federal troopers' rifles volleyed 
against the crouching raiders. Desperately, 
the outlaws sought to escape. But, on foot, 
they had no chance. One by one, they were 
captured and tied together. 

*S THE LAST OF the raiders wer« 
^^ brought in, Captain Baker, commander 
of the white troops, dismounted from his 
great horse. He stood beneath a flaming, 
guttering torch, and looked down at Gray 
Hawk. His face worked into a smile. 

"Swift Deer tells me." he said, "that you 
are the chief of the boys — that you organ- 
ized this little ambush. Is that right?" 

Gray Hawk inclined his head. 

"Do you know what you've done?" th« 
Federal officer asked. "We've found out 
that these mysterious raiders were really 
white outlaws, masquerading as Otapi and 
hiding in the hills to avoid suspicion. By 
helping us catch them, you've performed 
a great service to your people. You've 
helped to save themirom severe and unfair 
punishment." 

He paused, as the boy made no reply. 
Then, placing his hand kindly on Gray 
Hawk's shoulder, he asked, "Would you 
like me to say something to your father?" 

For the first time, Gray Hawk spoke. 

"Yes." he said slowly. "Tell him— tet! 
him I have five new warriors to join his 
council circle. They are worthy . . . lor 
they have proved themselves in battle !" 
THE END 
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WHAT DO YOU CALL 
SOMEONE WHO T 
A VIOLIN 



m 


BPer.er, 


*. 1 Vfc^ \ 




f^sy/ 






m I Jl 'J 4y 


K&^l^^f/ 


^ 



p> 




'informed 



WOULD yOU ) PETITION .' 
CARE TO •< WHUT'S A 
5ISN THIS ] PETITION ? 
PETITION 
TO THE 
MAYOR 9 




A BOARD OF EDUCATION IS A 
GROUP OF PEOPLE WHO SEE TO 
IT THAT THE SCHOOL SYSTEM 
IN THEIR TOWN FUNCTIONS 
PROPERLY. THAT'S WHY WE'RE 
PETITIONINS THE MAYOR.WE 
WANT A SOOD SCHOOL SYSTEM 
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I KBCKON IT i LnJCS/ 
SHOULD BE. 
IT COST ME A 



1 
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SO WHAT ? 
RIGHT MAKES 
MIGHT ANP 
yO'RE IN THE 
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• YOU'VE TAKEN A BAP 
ENOUGH BEATIN' UP 
TUH NOW AN' I RECKON 
YUH'P BETTER QUIT 
NOW BEFORE GRUFFY^. 
KILLS VUH , 





■' ' 




THET'S \ 
ENOUGH, 1 






PANNY J 


*^$ 




. boy r/ 


'a fcl ff 




fc?\ ( £ s'Y 


■ 1^^ ^ . 






^y-p (i 


*£=$ 


yfl j^i? M'.&~*i 




3i^ 




*^*.25. 


^*f*c*\! 




Ji**Cu~ 


'O Lk*' 5^ 
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P'P-PLEAM 
H-P-PON'T 
HIT M-M-MEr 
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l. rue F/mr cotLeoe FOOT- 
BALL SAME /VA3 RLAYEO 
NOVEMBER 6, /St9. 

~^\ Tr_t |] Fjt»« 



e. witzerlano exports 

IHORE BUTTER 7HAN 
ANY OTHER COUNTRY /N 
THE tVORLO. 



D 



True 



□ 



F^i*» 



3. THE AIR A RER50N 
BREATHES MIL Y 

siE/ens more than 

me FOOD HE EATS 
EACH DAY. 

□ Twrt □ Fil*« 



[~[ti-uc 
[ | Fal»e 




4fef MOM MANY YOUGANANUVeX 

correctl y f score yourself? 
&■ CORRECT, excellent t-gooo- 

*■ fair - s-rooa. i.er*6ot 




______ 



7- THE FIRST BASY CARRIA6E 
WAS MADE /N wi ay 
CHARLES BURTON. 



Q. THERE ARE THREE 
SPECIES OF BANANAS. 





H,0 IS THE CHEMICAL 
^FORMULA FOR WATER. 

DTrue 

D False 



"s>- THE WORD "FAD" CAME FROM 
THE FIRST LETTERS OF THE 
EXPRESSION vv FOR A DAY;' 

□ Tn... 

Fals* 



D 



_>• A SAPPHIRE Hi 
DTrue 
D Falsa 



RED. 




<?• THE AVERAGE DEPTH OF THE, 
OCEAN IS gj MILES. 

□ Tru. 

D False. 

10- VENUS 15 THE. LARGEST 
PLANET 

Dm* 

D False 
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appear every 
month in 



fellow lh» daffy adv.nturu 

ef lh_ 0/_rr, DATIN', OUO 

eUlt and MM 



EVERY MONTH I 

ONir 10« AT VOU« IOCAI 
NEWSSTAND I 

Cut an. -•"•W.fi'i« «<irf *>•"• m (•r---_(tf 




MONTE HALE WESTERN 



k, TRAIL-BLAZER'S 



SHOWDOWN 



IT'S TH' LAMP-GRABBERS./ 
THEY'RE TIT/IN' TUH CJRIV6 
US OFF 








ROM J^ 

> KANSAS, FROM KENTUCKY ANO~M7SS"aTJK.I THEY CAME, 
^ THESE VALIANT FARM FOLK WHO WERE DETERMINED TO MAKE 
A NEW LIFE FOR THEMSELVES BY SETTLING IN THE FAR WEST.' 
) THE ROAD AHEAD WAS NOT AN EASY ONE . THERE WOULD SE 

J DROUGHTS AND FAMINE .... WOLVES AND COYOTES .... AN D WORSf 

,OF ALL, HUMAN VULTURES LIKE CRUEL BART PfiNTON/ LUCKY. THEN, 
THAT MONTE HALS RODE ALONG WHEN HE DID, TO BE IN ON THE 

TRAIL-BLAZER'S SHOWGOWN/ 



ONE DAY, AS LOOSE- FOOT- 
ED MONTE HALE RIDES 
DOWN A WESTERN TRAIL... 




MONTE HALE WESTERN 





TH" GOVERNMENT'S ABOUT 
TUH OPEN. UP TH' CHOCTAW 
6RAZIN' AND FARM LANDS. 
WE ALL HOPE TUH SIT , 
HUUDRED-ACRE CLAIMS.' 
BUT WE'VE SUN INTUH HARP 
LUCK. MV HUSBAND, J//V\ 
BROWN, IS 
WISHTY SICK N W>v 
BACK IN TH'/., n \\\\ \ 
WAGON., 





SO MOHTE JOINS UP WITH THE VALIANT 
BAND OF PIONEERS. TOILING EVER WEST- 
WARD •' 






Jk^ 





AROUND THE CAMPFIRE 
THAT NIGHT .' 



I SEE , JIM . 1- 

WHAT KIND OF 

\ TROUBLE DO 
MONTE, MEBBE I'D BETTER) yuH MEAN ?? 



Ii 




MONTE HALE WESTERN 




WELL. IF WE ANP HIS 
6UTTHRCOT& START ANYTHIM'- 
WE'LL FINISH IT / 




AS PAY W^EAKe, THE WACON 
TRAIN RUAASLES ON ITS WAY.' 



"^ <5ET 'EM UP, yuri 
LAZY, FOUK-FOOTEtP 
RASCALS .' 




SUDDENLY 


T^ 7 


J//( 




v/ X / 


kff 




» 


Nfr w 


\llflL 


~":SL^r 





/M/ WME£L.' ) AN' /MINE/ ^ 
IT CAME ./ALMOST WRECKED 
LOOS£.... ^TH' WAGON/ ^j 





MONTE HAL£ WESTERN 



WHEELS FIXED, THE WAGONS 
OJEAK ON. 



SURE ARE /THEY'RE ALL HOPIN' 
A LOT OF ^TUH STAKE GOOD 
FOLKS MOVIN' J CLAIMS, TOO. WE 
WEST.' /-—'SHOULD BE REACMlW 
TH' STARTIM' LiNE^ 
SOON-J 




SIT.' VAMOOSE D OKAY, FARMERS .' PULL 
yUH BLASTED ^ YORE RIGS AWAY 
CRITTERS.' j— f FROM TH' LINE. WE'RE 
CLAIMIN' THIS SPACE 
FERSART OSNTON/ 




HEAR THET, MONTE ? A NOT IF I CAN 
THOSE ARE DENTON'S I HELP IT MA AAA . 
MEN.' AND THEY'RE /CMON, PARPNER .' 
FORCIN' WAGONS 
AWAY FROM TH' 




MONTE HALE WESTERN 



IT'S TIME THOSE ROUGH- 
NECKS WERE TAUGHT A 
LITTLE RESPECT/ 





MONTE'S LARIAT SNAKES 
OVER THE TWO HOODLUMS. 



TH' GROUND.') PONT WORRY, 
I'M GITTlN' /SOYS.' IT'LL 
SCRAPED/ 1JUST LAST A 
OWWW/ /MINUTE. ..UNTIL 
" ' ^J. LOCATE >OUR 
BOSS 



~\ 



A 



* - w ' > 








W/yy, X^ 7TV<S> /0J/75.' I OUGHT TUH 
SHOOT YUH MYSELF. 
LETTIN' A SINGLE GUY 'J AW, HE 
MANHANDLE ,YUH r^TOOK US BY 
LIKE THET. 




MbNTTlWirWBTERN"' 



WE'RE AIMIN TUH J^ HE? — **< HUNPREP ACRES - 
SET CLAIM© 1M 7 PULL OVER/ A HYAR We COME, 
TH* BOTTOM ^YOU'RE CUTTIM', 
LAMPS.' 




BUT AS THE SETTLERS' WASONS 
ROLL ALOWS j THEY FIMP... 



....PENTON'S LAMP GRABBERS GO TO WORK / 





TH' SOYS PIP FINE, ) NICE eOlN ; 
BART. WE'VE GOT J 316 P-BO .' 
ALLTH'OOOP \ WE'RE A-SOMNA 

PROPERTIES STAKEP 
....THOUGH WE 
HAP TUH MAW- 
HANPLE SOME OF v 
TH' SETTLERS 
TUH PO IT/ _^„ 
Si 




MONTI HALT WESTERN 



DIP YUH HEAR, MONTR ? 
BART PBNTON'ft 
<3AN<3 HAS TAKEN UP 
ALL TH' <SOO£> LAND 




./ LAN 

i>- HAVI 



MOHIEHSLt WESiatPf 



% 



LISTEN TUH ME, ALL OF YUH.' THE 
LAND IS YOUSN — BUT YUH'LL. 
HAVE TUH PAY ME TEN DOLLARS 
AN ACRE, TUH OIT IT.... CASH ON 
TH' BARRELHEAD / 




IS 



BUT, OM THE GROUND, 
MONTE REGAINS CON- 
SOOUSNESS... 



00OH, /V\y HEAP. RECKON 

I WAS GRAZED- WHATS 

GOlW ON .... 




3A/Z.T,! WA7ZW /T.' , 
HALE'S COMlN' TO. HES 
PULLIN' HIS 






TH' REST OP YUH, KEEP 
YORE HANDS HIGH, UN- 
LESS YOU WANT, TH' 
SAME / 



MONTE, WE 
CAIN'T THANK 
YUH ENOUGH 
NOW WE'LL 
BE ABLE TUH 
STAKE OUR. 
LANP A*&(0 LIVE 
IN PEACE ..... 
WITHOUT THESE 



YO'RE RIGHT MRS. BROWN. 
WHEN TH' U.S. MARSHAL. 
GETS TO THEM - -- ALL 
TH' LAND THEY'LL. GET 
WILL BE SIX. FOOT ■ 




THATS JUSTICE... .MONTE HALE STyLE . 
DON'T MISS A SINGLE- EXCITING ISSUE 
OF THI5 FAMOUS WESTERN STAR'S OWN 
COMICS MAGAZINE .' 






sW eet songs 



• •• 



// 



More? tas r r--i„. You P re " r , i, £»r. 



Kodak RJm 

• ^^ . lL„ familial 



*^ ,, ■„4k P familiar 
+Kp -fi m ,n th , „ 



<* 



!!S> 



CHI 1 



V 



STAN ^A 



FAMOUS CARDINAL SLUGGER 

soy*^^ — 

^ACTIVE FEET LIKE DICK'S AND 
MINE DEMAND THE BEST IN SHOES. THAT'S^ 
WHY WE BOTH WEAR WINTHROPS 
THEY'RE H-BAGGER' VALUES 
IN ANY MAN'S LEAGUE 
STYLE, COMFORT FIX^ 
LONGWEAR/£ 







in 



,^Mnthrop 



This rugged Winthrop 
with Half-Track sole 

available for nieri and 
boys. Alsosimilar siylcs 
with leather, crepe, and 
Triple- Decker rubber 
soles. 



,///«« -^T 



"SEE, dad; 

k THE ONLY- 
folFFERENCEi 
15 THE 
.SIZE/ 




DICK, SON OF HARD-WITTING STAN 



,%% ONLY WINTHROP JRS. GIVE ME 
SHOES EXACTLY LIKE DAD'S 
THEY'RE ^EMiy'RUGGED-HE-MAN. 
IN EVERY WAY. ALL THE; 
KIDS WANT % E/A.^^^ < ^ mmOP i RS f or bo ys 

Sizes 1 to 9 

AVinihrop Shoes for men 

~W I NThTo pTh O E COMPANY- D1V: INTERNATIONAL SHOE COMPANY* SAINT LOUIS 



